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Master of Lils any I—
1 m the plought
~W. G. Holo, In London Bpectator

My h‘ wae alrondy on the hansotn
and  DBrice wes handing In my gun
caso when the tulegraph boy mau up
the steps,

“For Carrliton.” l'm #dmitted, in
soawer {0 my hurrled guestlon.
Just 8 few minutes later, and 1

might have been saved all the om:
barrasements of thut October after
poon; but, as It was, [ tare the en
velope apen and read:

"Dilagie coming by 3.20 trnln please
bring her down—Augusta”

That s o Mke my cousiu's wite!
When the last trump sounds for the
last soul to hapd In its reckonitg,
Augusta wiil have gone back for her
lace pocket handkerchiel(

Ao %ow, at the seventh hour, 1 WaS
expected tn rise to the situation and
act as cicerone (9 u tolal stranger.
¥or who on earfl was “Disne That
was the questiall that torturod me uu
IﬂJ’ m-nn ofried me all too qulck-

;l'.}lllnl place.
l romem ol vaguely that when
Augtsta married my consin, Stuniield
Fane, there was s talk of French
connactiong! of a nlecs from Perlgord
to joln the bridesmaid's ranks; of ®
oh Wlood that drove Au-
Klessly to Paguin for her
u, amply atoned for by
{fhcence of her fine Eng-

10 Angusta’s charge any
ty would bo to strefch
to snapping point!

Diane's Identity when my hansom
pulfed up at Paddington. There For-
tune phm into my, hand, for as 1
ptood waiting for my turn at the
ticket office 1 heard & lady's volee,

with the unmistakoble N
of the Parislan, demuand o “fres clasgs”
for Wryborough. :

tiurned her head T caneht a glimpee
of m daioty retrousse profile under
the smooth masses of her walldressed
hair, and he pest way she gutherad
up her skirts over her little high
heelad boots confirmed me in my con-
clusfons as to her natlonality.
Meanwhile; ss she tripped briskly
down ke platform, | reminded myself
with 8 certaln lightening of =plrit
of my obligations to Augusts, and o
fow minutes later found us both sest
ed In the opposita corners of &
through carrisge for the little coun:
try station,
It was even with s oertaln anxilety
qlm 1-frowned st possible intruders,
“we were just about to start when
parter, ng an unwilk
by a leash, oame panting

wag thrust iuto the van ad-
too gently, 1 fear, as &
out before the door Wwas
ed by 8 low und

“As the traln puffed
At my pretty compan-

6’/)9 Identlty of Dmne.

By Murie! Hine.

arta.!

"We don’'t shoot foxes In this coun-
uy.” I began, snd  promptly Kicked
myselt for bolng pedantle whey 1
#aw the hurt expresiion ob Diane's
pretty fuee; “but we hung them,” |
ndded wwiftly,

"Enfin!" Bhe shrugged her shoul-
ders  mlightly. “It does come to ro
game, n'eat co pan?—zey dlel”

Bhe looked out al the bare trees
and sutymn gloom, and gave & lttle
shlver an she continued:

“For my suke, I would prefer to
be shot. 1 do not like to tmogine my-
self, for Instance, to be ate by dogs!
It ls your favorite plolure here—ge
‘sport print' Is It not, monsleur? In
ze alr ze poor fox upside down, and
bolow ze doge In rows, most fNerce
and ‘ungry. Mon Diou, I pity "im!™

I feit at all costs the subject must
be drapped.

"We don't bunt mtuch at Wrybor-
ongh” [ sald evasively. “We've no
pack near eoongh."

The oame of the placa changed the
ourrant of her thoughts,

“Per'aps you know ga Court, where
I g0 to stay with Mra. Btanfleld Fane
and family? You bave an acquain-
tance wiz them monsleur?”

“1 have known them for years,” 1
sald carelossly, “It's a pretty pluce
—& typleal Engllsh country house”

8he watehed me a Hitle anxiously,
1 thought

“An' e chlldren—you know zem?”
she hagarded, at last

"Of courss,” 1 answered, somewhat
bewildered. *'Regular little demons
tkey are; tool"

A horrified look swept over her
face,

“T do not understan'”™ she murmur
ed, 'Demons? Zat Is devils, s It
not? But mousleur jests!“—as [ laugh-

The station was dark; but as -h"w‘-'d e,

“Moukeys,” I amended, "What vou
eall ‘petita gaming’ in your charming
cotfnkry.”*

I why rewarded by her smile of
icknowledgement.

“] was omly thinking of the tricks
they played !}lul time I was there
with poor old Frauleln, the German
govirness, Wolld it amuse you to
hear the story?

“Hul yea!" sald Disne, eagerly.

She leaned forward (p ecatch my
words above e Incrensing rattle of
the traln, and | moved across eo
a3 to pour the harrowing story into
her ear. The fast fading light from
the window outlined her preity pro-
fle, but threw her face Into shadow,
g0 that [ could not judge of its ex
pression: and ns I came to tho erlals
of the children's tical joke we
rattied down on igcline loto & deep
cuiting bhetween bunka,

“f wondor the fright dlan't kil
Ber” 1 wounfl up'oheerfully, “but It
takes & lot to a (Qermsn govem-
ness, |

To my horror, by way of response H
cuught a stified sob,

*Oh, it was oruel, orgel!” came &

|| despairing voless"Mon Dieu, what Im-

poky|ble ohﬂﬁm—harwm—mm
ejtioninted. “I'm
ldu you'd tnke
'n't play tricks

Dy LT

v

:]nln’l passage, leaning 4 Ltte towsrd
L.

Bump, wont the oprriage over the
uneven ralls, and the softest cheek
In the world came up ngalnst my
own!

[ vow It wan not my fault, bt fiut
a combination of elroumstances too
atrong 1o withatand,

But, as It wan, the traln popped aul
A% lnconslderately as It had dashed
nto that confounded tunnel, and thers
wan Dinne's gloesy Lead costlortably
popried ngainst my shoulder and my
trm firmly planted round that peat
French walat!

The sunshine blinked nt uy Impu:
dently from bebind & heavy oloud and
the sudden glare completed my oone
fusion, but my Uttle eompanion, with
natlve grace, gwiftly extdcalod her
selt from what we both, I think, felt
to he A falwe situntion

8he romse quitkly to her feet .and
sirnlghtened her tumbled balr fo the
dingy mirror oppodlte,

“Monsleur mnnt pxcuse . . " yhe
tald, rapldly, with earefully averted
face, “It fn not often (hat | And my-
self to falnt!~but & tunnel—with no
Inmp<imipowrible to figure to another
the suffoeation ft produces!"

Her hands went up to her slendor
throat with true dramatic effoet—the
clever [ttle womnan! My admiration
for hor rose by lenpx mnd Lounds,

And suddenly the pleture of Anpus-
ta'n face had ¢he Lot peepad fn upon
us and reallsad the result of her tele
graphic precipitation fashed before
my mental vision,

Our eyes met, as Diane turned
awny Irom the glass; at frst sbiyly,
then with n guthering sense of mis
ehiof, and I conld not resist the lm-
pulae,

“I wan thinking of Augtstn,” I ans
wared tha challenge of those arched
eyebraws. “She anked me to look after
you ecoming down, you know!"

But'a look of bewilderment came
Into her expressive eyes,

“Augusta? [ do not underatan'.”

“My cousin, of course, M. Fane*
It was my turn to be puzzled now, for
the lady gave a HHitle inartledlate cry,
and turned to me, her hands clasped
together, her face despalring.

"Bhe¢ must nevalre know,” she
stammered. 1 did pot loagine to
myself that monsleur was of the
‘ouse! Mon Dieu! It would be wlser
that we are not acqualnted.”

8he broke off with a shrug of her
shoulders. and sl down ln the far
corner of the carriage.

“Enfin,” she concluded, “monaleur
understands—we ‘ave not met"

The sudden chuuge nettled me
Why, too, this desparate fear of Au-
RUSAT Burely mhe could oot bellove
that [ would be gullty of gossiplag!

“T am afralil I can hardly agtree to
that,” T said, In & volee na frigld as
her own, “seeing that | was ashoed,
ns | mentioned before, to travel down
with you."

Her pretly face grew plok.

“"Monsieur munt forgive: me—but 1
cannot understan'!™

I diveq Into my pocket, and, pro-
duclng the crumpled telegram, 1 hand-
el ft soross silently and at arm's
length,

Bhe took It with a Ilitle depreca
tory smile, and read it slowly through
aloud.

“ 'Dipne coming by 8:30 traing
please bLripg hor down, Augusta’ ™

"You see”—I began, triumphantly;
but st this moment the {raln drow
up at Clipstone Juhction, and o friend-
Iy station mastor hroke In wpon our
tetea-tate.

“You're all right for Wryborough,
#ir! It's the allp carringe. ‘Ope you'ra
quite woH, air, Right away there!™
He waved his arm vigorouly, and
wa wera off again, grunting snd Jerk-
Ing down the stesp Incline.

“An® who s DMance?" sald my com-
panion, thoughtflly,

I gave a vielent wturt,

“Why—do you meian to say--you?
Aren't you Dinpo?™ I shouted In my
exoltement,

*Muld non] Monsiour,” camae ‘Lhe
demure volos, "I am Julle—Julis An-
Danton, KAt Is my nwme 1

muddening relteration.
soul, 1 don't elther!™ |

. Annoysnoe, but at the

compunion (6 wllgh

sum ioﬂ'm mpw mm |
Thsnk mﬂuu Augusta had ﬂot
come to meet us! Hut I congratilin
ted myself too soon, for, as I turned
to.the van for my laggage, o soing of
whoels fell on my ‘ears and 1 saw
ucrogs the Jow hedge .my cousin’s

wife efect and mansive In (he phpe-

tou, driving up at fall speed.

At the moment the door of the
van swung back, and the first “lug
gage" to alight was the wspaniel,
gtralning at bkis leash, boundlng npd
curvetting with joy at his release. .

The aolitary porter, holding him,
turmed to me In his trouble,

"If you dox't mind taking the dawg,
8lr,” he suggested, “I'H "ave the port-
mantenu out In a4 minute."

1 s quieting the half frantie and

‘tnal whon Auguita appeared on the

scone,

“How are yout?” she sald, heartily,
“I'm afrald I'm late, but one of thowe
hateful traction eogines wae crawl
Ing up the lape befors us, and thora
wasn't room to pass. You've brought
Dinne, T see That's capitalt®

I looked -at her In speechlens
amngement, but tuekily her attentlon
was rivewrd an the dog.

“Poor old girl—there—thare!" She
fondled the glossy coat. “Diddama
hate Its nanty journey then? Poor
girito. poor bld Dinoot™

Bhe raleed ber head a momeht ny a
nent figure passed s with carefully
averted fnce, gulded by the tall
footman with oblivious condescension
to the distant cab,

“There goes the new governass.'
snid Augusta, choerfully; “an Improves
ment on old Fraulein, lun't sho, Dink?
But you niust be famished, so come
nlong—only I'm such & buby over old
Dians." S8be took the leash from me
and moved farward. “1 am glad yon
found her! | was so nfrald you'd get
the wire, und pot the letter, and wop-
der, whatever 1 meant, and [ stmply
couldn't hear the {dea of her coming
down from the vet, all by her long
some in a nasty van—el, Diane?”

I murmured something incoherent
us | helped my cousin’s wife liuto the
phaeton,

Diane pottled herself comfortably
between my knees, and as Augusts
gathered up the reins Into her capable
bands she gave me a litlo nod of ap
proval,

“l see you've made greut frionds al-
ready,” sbe commented, “you and Dl
ane?”’

I rosisted a rislog deslre to langh,
nnd answered her gravely,

“Friondahlp isn't the word for 1"
I suld—Black apd White,

A MURDER CASE,

A Dead Overcoat Brings Out the Re
serves.

“Murder, sure!" whispered a Flrat
precinet patrolman & few nights ago.
His nose was fiat agalnst the window
of & photographer's whop up on. F
stroet. Dimly vizible within the shop
were evidenoes of what appeared to
be a grim midnight tragedy. But
now the drinks aré on the patrolnian

The Sherlock of the Flrst precinct
stralghtway “guti-shoed” it for the
most contigucia patrol box, and mno
large smount of spring timothy found
time to aprout beneath his goloshes
before he had got a reserve sguad un-
dor the commnud of the sergoant at
the scena. Then, In the department’s
best style, they advenced upon the
place of horror,

To the nude optie it pursly looked
as though thelr notlons were about to
be Justified. for within the back room
of the tlutype emporium, dimly lghted
by n might lamp and lying surround-
ed by a riot of overturned pletured sod
frames and parapherpalin, appeared
o huddied heap of black,

"It's & woman--and she's dend!™
the sergeant whispered. “Burround
the piace before I rouse the purlious.”

When the rquad had deployed the
forgeant began A taltod on the door
which sounded ilke SBalvation Ariny
night in Merket spage.  Five minutes
fater & bleary-eyed photogmpher per-
son wit aroused from his sleep, and,
turllellke, stuck his head from one of
the upper windowa

TWhatsh matter? ha  demandetl.’

“House pinched?”

“Came down here and open up!™ the
policemaun shouted. There's been mur-

£

--Wowr" the ownor of the hepd

"

| part In the new opesd 18 a barkys mh."

| expgeted Lo belleve

\
. tmﬂr “with Ima
hagn't a H‘vhn. lﬂ'

spond—
hen s m':?rl- Wmied up wmt an ludis
m-u?a weat oul to' “tuok™ forty boness, : .

a frH

Ho was there uuu the front. y
His wife ran _away with the coael

nul?“. dt'“ kept his 1
LB LA i Tont
He owed b\('t)‘l::fl}'. with nuthipg to E¥—
But be still kept nin front, ;
In lrilte of hia troutiys  and outiook s

dim.
iy liﬁ:::‘liﬂ—-ﬂ.ll the peagle begun trusting
Prcuylh:aan ‘ue waa there in the thick of
WA
On account of thit trum.

When Rl came to die—and he knew 1€

Wus B =
mm"i, -

w%.

¥

Ha wan thore with the fromt
He hail made It & part of hid
¥ou Rnow—
This having a front,
Now, Blll ward't a smint by an swiul lﬂ 5

) I"I' THEAE where the anos
o,

world 1 hive M
He got In on hle frong ‘

—grantlund Hice, In Nawhville Tannes= 7
Aewibii [}

WIT WUM@IR
@/—\..EQ A@m A

“She Jiited me!” “Congrat tuiationat™® ;.
“Sirl” “Don't gl angry, lmrriit' |
her"—Cleveland Lender,

“You may that the cook llnultﬂl
you?” Inquired the fudge. “He dids
kicked me, your Honor." “Whees did
he kick you? “In the pantry,"—Judges

It was rush bouse |n the subw
Martin. Luther bung wearlly from &S
strap, "Hore stasd L" ho sald, “0p0Y
help me, | can do no  otherwise e

shipt—
Bat Mrl\ln

"" ]
Il bt everything In the

Judge., )
"What I am after,” declared o

spolls-party candidnte, "Is not ‘1.3'.

mich causes &a effects.” “Whose &

fecta? shouted a mun in the cruwd.-"
Bualtimore American,

Bunday school tescher—If your tnill
ey should smiie you.on obe ¢
what would you do? Tommy Tullou
—Dat would depend on how blg
wis.—Philadelphla Record. !

“Why fs 112 asked the dear ' .
“that t(he bridegroom's attendanl I8
called the ‘best man? " "l supposs f
hecauss hie is the best ofr," growled ths B8
fussy old  bachelor.—Chleago Dsils
Newsn - \

"Don't you conslder it honorable -4
tell o man his faults to hin face
queried the youth., “Yes, replled the'J

1
|
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-
r

wise guy, "but 1 consldor It safer to
tell thom to his nt'lig]1b«:!'l'.''--~l:-'lllll!lul-lﬂ_“r <
Dally Newy,

“Can you tall your present mnu'p‘
ring 'Y Inquired the romantie girl R SSSS
the doorhell sounded. “Why, eeﬂpln-} b
Iy,” answered her practical friend. “It's
tho newest of the lot"—Loulsville ‘5
Courler-Journal, 1

*l wonder," sald the facetious Opefss SE
atle tenor, “If | would come umnder thai &
proposed dog ordinance?’ “Why?
neked his friend. “'Beonuse my ¢hlef 3 j

fl.l

s‘ﬁ

—RBaltimore American.

“You take mi too serloualy,”
testod the muckraker convicted ‘of 1
bel, “acting as though poople
stufl” T
1y there did #eam to be merlt in
plea, but It came 100 Inte. ]
phia Public Ledgor. bi o

“"Well, where's thnt mll?' demnn
ed his wife. “Don't tell ma she wax
on the thaln."s “Bhe was on the U
timlidly explained the commuter,
1 got to playing cards and & |
ville man won her st whist
ville Courler-Journal

I did think,"” sald Choll)‘
*of golug in for politiow, m l
afrald | wouldn't know just he
tweat my lnferiors, don't ¥
“Your Inferfors?” remarkeqd
“0! you wouldn't be llbb' 16 1
of thtm."-—Phltu!nlpbh.

Goodley—Thes'te i
cutugtances, of course, bt
fly Is a vary old otis and
if they have lots of 4
back to the earliest
Cutting—The debts, you |
doutit thut."—Fhiladelphin I‘m I

"ﬁuw fs bt man who favenied
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